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altered - and seems to have a settled married look! One may read husband in his face at this distance!
Enter SIR PETER
Sir Pet. Ha! Sir Oliver - my old friend! Welcome to
England a thousand times I Sir Oliv. Thank you - thank you, Sir Peter! and i'faith
I am glad to find you well, believe me! Sir Pet. Oh! 'tis a long time since we met - sixteen years,
I doubt, Sir Oliver, and many a cross accident in the
time. Sir Oliv. Aye. I have had my share. But what! I find
you are married, hey, my old boy? Well, well - it
can't be helped - and so - I wish you joy with all
my heart! Sir Pet. Thank you, thank you, Sir Oliver. - Yes, I have
entered into - the happy state; - but we'll not talk of
that now. Sir Oliv. True, true, Sir Peter; old friends should not
begin on grievances at first meeting - no, no, no. Row. Take care, pray, sir.                          [To Sir Oliver.
Sir Oliv. Well - so one of my nephews is a wild young
rogue, hey? Sir Pet. Wild! - Ah! my old friend, I grieve for your
disappointment there; he's a lost young man, indeed.
However, his brother will make you amends; Joseph
is, indeed, what a youth should be. Everybody in the
world speaks well of him.
Sir Oliv. I am sorry to hear it; he has too good a character  to  be  an  honest  fellow.  Everybody speaks
well of him! - Pshaw! then he has bowed as low to
knaves and fools as to the honest dignity of genius
and virtue. Sir Pet. What, Sir Oliver! do you blame him for not
making enemies?
Sir Oliv. Yes, if he h^s merit enough to deserve them. Sir Pet. Well, well - you'll be convinced when you know